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foreword 


TN  a  song  book  published  350  years  ago,  we  find  that 
1  the  following  statement  was  made:  “There  «  not 
any  Musicke  of  instruments  whatsoever  comparable  to 
that  which  is  made  by  the  voyces  of  Men  where  the 
voyces  are  good,  and  the  same  well  sorted  and  ordered 
Now  the  opinion  of  this  time  honored  musician  would 
apply  to  the  present  day,  just  as  appropriately  as  to  that 
period.  There  is  an  increasing  demand  for  Male  Quai~ 
tets  and  Male  Chorus  Work  in  connection  with  our 
present  day  Church  services.  It  is  wise  to  utilize  a 
Male  Chorus,  or  at  least  a  Quartet  of  Christian  Men  for 
several  reasons :  First,  men  love  to  sing,  and  in  this  way, 
they  can  take  an  active  part  in  the  services  which  proves 
both  pleasant  and  profitable;  Second,  each  man  has  a 
friend  or  friends,  or  family  who  will  come  with  him  to 
the  services,  especially  if  he  is  to  take  an  active  part; 
Third,  the  general  public  enjoys  and  is  helped  by  good 
music  rendered  by  men. 


Coleman’s  Male  Choir  contains  what  we  consider 
the  best  songs  for  men  to  be  found  in  this  country 
today.  In  addition  to  the  popular  arrangements,  which 
have  proven  their  worth,  this  book  contains  many  new 
■  arrangements  which  we  believe  will  be  appreciated. 
There  are  also  here  a  number  of  OLD  PLANTATION 
MELODIES,  and  for  these  we  find  an  increasing  de¬ 
mand.  Most  of  this  music  is  very  simple,  and  therefore 
can  be  used  by  almost  any  Male  Quartet  or  Chorus. 

May  this  book  be  used  to  the  Master’s  Glory. 

THE  EDITORS. 


CorvEiGHX  1928.  by  ROBERT  H.  COLEMAN.  Dallas.  Texas 


COLEMAN’S 


MALE  CHOIR 


No.  1  Jesus,  Saviour,  friend  Of  Sinners. 


Robert  H.  Coleman. 

iJa: 


sus,  Sar  -  iour,  Friend  of  sii 
bus,  Sar  -  iour.  Friend  of  sii 
sus,  Sar  -  iour,  Friend  of  sii 
sus,  Sar  -  iour,  Friend  of  sii 


srs,  Waits  to  wel  -  come,  waits  to  bless; 
srs,  Comes  to  cheer  my  heart  to  -  day; 
srs,  Comes  to  com  -  fort,  comes  to  cheer; 
srs,  He  has  been  a  Friend  to  me; 


r 

r 
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No.  2 


Just  Outside  The  Door. 


Just  out-side  the  door,  just  out-side  the  door,  So 


w 


No.  3 


Shall  I  Crucify  Him? 


Copyright,  1900,  by  Tullar-Meredith  Co.  Arr.  by  I.  H.  M. 

Mrs.  Frank  A.  Brack.  Grant  Colfax  Tullar. 


1.  Shall  I  cru  -  ci  -  fy  my  Say  -  ior,  When  for  me  He  bore  such  loss? 

2.  Are  temp-ta-tions  so  al  -  lur  -  ing?  Do  earth  pleasures  so  en  -  thrall, 

3.  ’Twas  my  sins  that  cru-ci  -  fied  Him — Shall  they  cru  -  ci  -  fy  Him  yet? 

4.  Oh!  the  kind-ly  hands  of  Je  -  bus,  Pour-ing  bless-ings  on  all  menl 


Once!  oh  once!  I  cru-ci -fied  Him!  Shall  I  cru  -  ci  -  fy  a  -  gain? 


rinrirTT 


No.  5  Sail  On! 


1.  Up  -  on  a  wide  and  stormy  sea,  Thou’rt  sail-ing  to  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty, 

2.  Art  far  from  shore  and  weary  worn — The  sky  o’er-cast,  Thy  canvass  torn? 

3.  Do  comrades  tremble  and  re-fnse  To  fur-ther  dare  the  taunting  hues? 

4.  Do  snarl-ing  waves  thy  craft  assail?  Art  pow’r-Iess,  drifting  with  the  gale? 


Mfa-te— g  -  jcblT- iHf: 

■*J  ”  u  u  ^ 

And  thy  great  Ad-m’ral  or  •  ders  thee,  “Sail 
Hark  ye!  A  voice  is  to  Thee  borne,  “Sail 
No  oth  -  er  course  is  thine  to  choose, “Sail 
Take  heart!  God’s  word  shall  nev  -  er  fail —  Sail 

. . — i  -4 — b — r*  ^ — b i — „ 

'  U  V 

on,  sail  on,  sail  on!” 

on,  sail  on,  sail  on!” 

on,  sail  on,  sail  on!” 

on,  sail  on,  sail  on!” 

1  ►  |  N 

,  Chorus.  Faster. 

s  h 
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Sail  on!  sail  on!  the  storms  will  soon  be  past,  The  darkness  will  not  al-ways 

*  m  J* 1  ^ v  k  N  v 
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No.  6 


Is  Jesus  To  Me. 


^z=^J«=i=iz=th«=d 
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pray’r  c 
home  i 
thirst  f 
praise  c 
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ian  plead;  Center  of  life  and  soul  of  creed  Is  Je  -  bus  to  me. 

n  heav’n;  Power  thro’  which  my  chains  are  riv’n  Is  Je  -  sus  to  me. 

or  more;  Sheltering  Rock  when  storms  do  roar  Is  Je  -  sus  to  me. 

>r  pray’r;  Comfort  and  balm  for  all  my  care  Is  Je  -  sus  to  me. 
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Chorus. 
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He  is  my  Rock  in  a 

wea  -  ry 

land,  He 

is  my  Spring  ’midst  the 
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des-ert  sand;  Strength  in  my  weakness  that  I  may  stand,  Is  Je  - 


Shine  On  Me. 


No.  7 


Chorus.  Arr.  ^  ]  J  |  f 
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Shine  on  me,  shine  on  me 

HrJ_ CL 

i,  Let  the  light  from  the  lighthouse  shine  on  me ; 
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Mrs.  J.  H.  Cassidy. 


No.  8  Make  Room  For  Jesus. 

Viola  S.  Cassidy.  Copyright  1925.  by  Robt  H.  Coleman 


He  lay  be-cause  there  was  with-in,  No  room-  for  Je  - 
Who  came  to  save  us  from  our  sin.  But  found  no  room 
There’s  room  for  plea-sure,  room  for  sin.  But  none  for  Je  - 
And  keep  Him  there  your  heart  with-in,  Make  room  for  Je  -  £ 


Up 


Make  room  for  Je- bus,  He’s  a  Friend,  Who  will  be  faith-ful  to  the  end, 

HH 


No.  9 


Jesus,  The  Light  of  the  World. 


X.  All  ye  saints  of  light  pro-claim,  Je  - 1 

2.  Hear  the  Sav  -  ior’s  ear  -  nest  call,  Je  -  i 

3.  Why  not  seek  Him  then  to  -  day,  Je  - 1 

4.  Come,  con-fess  Him  as  your  King,  Je  -  £ 


us,  the  Light  of  the  world; 
is,  the  Light  of  the  world; 
us,  the  Light  of  the  world; 
is,  the  Light  of  the  world; 


Life  and  mer  -  cy  in  His  name,  Je  -  sus,  the  Light  of  the  world. 

Send  the  gos  -  pel  truth  to  all,  Je  -  bus,  the  Light  of  the  world. 

Go  with  truth  the  nar  -  row  way,  Je  -  sus,  the  Light  of  the  world. 

Then  the  hells  of  heav’n  will  ring,  Je  -  sus,  the  Light  of  the  world. 


We’ll  walk  in  the  light,  beau-ti-ful  light,  Come  where  the  dewdropi  of  mercy  are  bright; 


Shine  all  a-round  ns  by  day  and  by  night,  Je-sus,  the  Light  of  the  world. 


No.  10 


I  Am  Safe. 


No.  11  The  Church  In  The  Wildwood. 

W.  S.  P. 

,r 

£  ft  js  - 

••  Wm.  S.  Pitts. 

1.  There’s  a  church  in 

2.  How  sweet  on 

3.  There,  close  by 

4.  There,  close  by 

the  val-ley  by  the  wild-wood,  No  lov  -  li  -  er 

a  clear  Sab  -  bath  mom-ing  To  list  to  the 

the  church  in  the  val  -  ley,  Lie*  one  that  I 

the  side  of  that  lowed  one,  'Neath  the  tree  where  the 

V  t>  V  T 


No.  12 


My  All  To  Thee. 


Mary  McKinnon  McSwain. 

mf  Devotionally. 

H.  von  Beige. 

- — 0—1 - - 

1.  Dear  Lord,  I  bring  my  life 

2.  Dear  Lord,  I  bring  my  years 

3.  Dear  Lord,  I  bring  my  hopes 

4.  Dear  Lord,  I  bring  my  will 

-p— i — — p — ■ 

to  Thee,  I  lay  it  humbly  at  Thy 

to  Thee,  The  glad-ness  of  my  youthful 
to  Thee,  My  dreams  of  fut-ure  joys  or 
to  Thee,  Oh,  seal  it  with  Thy  love  di  - 

x  I  N  , 

f-i  n 

ur~  jSlM 
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k  rit.  e  dim. 
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feet.  And  pray  that  Thou  wilt  make  of  me  One  for  Thy  ser  -  vice  meet, 

days,  And  ask  that  Thou  wilt  shine  for  me.  The  light  of  all  my  ways, 

fame,  And  pray  that  Thou  wilt  grant  to  me,  Some  place  to  serve  Thy  name, 

vine.  And  let  my  pur  -  pose  ev  -  er  be  At  one,  0  Lord,  with  Thine. 


All  I  bring  to  Thee,  my  Saviour,  Naught  my  own  shall  ev  ■ 

All  I  bring  to  Thee,  my  Sav-iour,  Naught  my  own  shall  ev  ■ 


No.  13 


The  Haven  Of  Rest. 


1.  My  soul  in  sad  ex  -  ile  was  out  on  life’s  sea,  So  burdened  with 

2.  I  yield -ed  my -self  to  His  ten  -  der  em  -  brace,  And  faith  tak-ing 

3.  The  song  of  my  soul,  since  the  Lord  made  me  whole,  Has  been  the  old 

4.  How  pre-cious  the  thought  that  we  all  may  re  -  cline,  Like  John  thebe  - 

6.  Oh,  come  to  the  Sav-iour,He  pa-tient-ly  waits  To  save  by  His 

J— n 


Till  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  say-ing, “Make  Me  your 
My  fet-ters  fell  off,  and  I  anchored  my 

Of  Jesus,  who’ll  save  who-so  -  ev  -  er  will 

On  Jesus’  strong  arm,  where  no  tempest  can 
Come,  an-chor  your  soul  in  the  “Ha  -  ven  of 


D-  The  tempest  may  sweep  o’er  the  wild,  stormy 


No.  14 


Roll,  Billows,  Roll  I 


I  '  I 

1.  I  am  held  by  God's  right  hand,  Roll,  bil-lows,  roll  I  I  fear  naught  on 

2.  What  care  I  for  rock  or  shoal?  Roll,  bil-lows,  roll!  All  God’s  host  aur- 

S.  Tho’ what  Sa-tan  should  as  -  sail,  Roll,  bil-lows,  roll!  In  God’s  might  I 

4.  Oh,  that  you,  my  friend,  could  say,  “Roll  bil-lows,  roll!  Christ  is  keeping 

1-i  _  klL  -  !  ■  ■ 


No.  15 


It  Came  Upon  The  Midnight  Clear. 


1.  It  came  up  -  on  the  mid  -  night  clear,  That  glorious  song  of  old, 

2.  Still  thro’  the  clo  -  ven  skies  they  come,  With  peaceful  wings  un-furled. 

3.  And  ye,  beneath  life’s  crush  -  ing  load,  Whose  forms  are  bend  -  ing  low, 

4.  For  lo,  ’  ’the  days  are  hast  -  ’ning  on,  By  proph  -  et  bards  for-told. 


CMC— 2 


B.  B.  Beall. 


No.  16  Lift  Him  lip. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Copyright.  1903,  by  B.  b.  Beall  B.  B.  Beall. 

♦hmht  ■— P* — P* — 1  -1  -P — 1 

1.  Hot 

2.  0 

3.  Doi 

4.  Lifi 

v  to  reach  the  mass-es,  men  of  ev-’ry  birth?  For  an  an-swer 

the  world  is  hun-gry  for  the  liv  -  ing  bread,  Lift  the  Sav-  iour 

i’t  ex  -  alt  the  preacher,  don’t  ex  -  alt  the  pew,  Preach  the  gos  -  pel 

t  Him  up  by  liv -ing  as  a  Christian  ought,  Let  the  world  in 

■  .  /  ILL. 
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> r  r  g  1  r  u 

.  Still  H 

m  up, 

e  speaks  from  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty;  “And 

I,  if 
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rom  the  earth,  Will  draw  all  men  ua  -  to 

AJ  A  a  1  K 
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Shall  Not  Be  Moved. 


No.  17 


B.  B^McKiun 


1.  Je  -  sus  saves  for-ev  -  er,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  He  will  leave  m 

2.  On  His  grace  re  -  ly  -  ing,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  From  His  love  un  ¬ 
lb  With  the  Church  I’m  go-ing,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Christ  to  lost  ones 

4.  From  the  Word  e- ter- nal,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  From  its  truth  su - 

“  “  “  .F*  I  ' 


HdHy-fc-p - ; - ,—42 - P - P  :t) P  P 

nev  -  er,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Just  like  a  t 

dy  -  ing,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Just  like  a  t 

show -ing,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Just  like  a  t 

per  -  nal,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Just  like  a  t 

.  P .  . 

r  p— p 

ree  that’s  plant-ed 
ree  that’s  plant-ed 
ree  that’s  plant-ed 
ree  that’s  plant-ed 

p  —  p  |  *  :P  1*-'  0  0  0 

p  p 
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1  p  ^  p  p 

tree  that’s  plant-ed  by  the  i 

va  -  ter,  1 

.  J 
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[  shall  not  be  moved. 

l  Is  j. 

— '$■  r  v ,  p — D — y — p— c 

i 

£ 

==£^=£eE£?11 

No.  18  f  ollow  Where  The  Saviour  Leadeth 


No.  19  My  Anchor  Holds  Me. 


No.  20  Don’t  Forget  To  Pray. 

B.  B.  M.  Copyright,  1825,  by  Robert  H.  Coleman.  B.  Bj_McKlnney. 


1.  When  the  morning  light  is  dawn-ing,  Don’t  forget  to  kneel  and  pray; 

2.  While  the  day  is  swift-ly  pass  -  ing,  Keep  your  mind  on  God  above; 

3.  When  the  ev’ning  sun  is  hid  -  den,  ’Neath  the  golden  tin-ted  west, 

4.  All  a-long  your  pilgrim  iour-ney,  Nev  -  er  free  from  sin  and  care; 


No.  21 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 


I  Want  My  Life  To  Tell. 

Copyright,  1906,  by  the  Lorenz  Publishing  Co. 


1.  A  •  mid  life’s  bus-y,  hurrying  throng.  The  gay,  the  sad,  the  weak,  the  strong, 
2.1  want  to  be  a  bea-con  light,  To  cheer  way-far-ers  in  their  night, 

3.  I  want  my  life  with  Je  -  sus  hid,  That  I  may  do  what  He  shall  bid; 

4.  To  wealth  and  fame  I  would  not  climb,  But  I  would  know  God’s  peace  sublime; 


No.  22  The  Nail=Scarred  Hand. 


1.  Have  you  failed  in  your  plan  of  your  storm-tossed  life?  Place  your  hand  in  the 

2.  Are  you  walk  -  ing  a  -  lone  thro’  the  shad-ows  dim?  Flace  your  hand  in  the 

3.  Would  you  fol  -  low  the  will  of  the  ris  -  en  Lord?  Place  your  hand  in  the 

4.  Is  your  soul  bur-dened  down  with  its  load  of  sin?  Place  your  hand  in  the 

v  u  1  u  u  r  0  yi  i  r  b  ^  y  — 


•fe-. -  ■  I - & — 

nail-scarred  hand;  Are  you  wea  -  ry  and  worn  from  its  toil  and  strife? 

nail-scarred  hand;  Christ  will  com  -  fort  your  heart,  put  your  trust  in  Him, 

nail-scarred  hand;  Would  you  live  in  the  light  of  His  bless  -  ed  word? 

nail-scarred  hand;  Throw  your  heart  o  -  pen  wide,  let  the  Sav  -  ior  in, 


Place  your  hand  in  the  nail-scarred  hand.  Place  your  hand  in  the  nail-scarred  hand 


No.  23  Where  He  Leads  Me. 


1.  I  can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  call  -  ing,  I  can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  call  -  ing, 

2.  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  gar  -  den,  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  gar  -  den, 

S.  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  judgment,  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  judg-ment, 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry, 

,  ,  ,!V Aj — I  — — r— — d— jj~ 
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5  V  V 

I  can  hear  my  Sav -ior  call  -  ing,  “Take  thy  cross  and  fol  -  low  m« 

I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  gar  -  den,  I’ll  go  with  Him  all  the  wa 

I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’  the  judg-ment,  I’ll  go  with  Him  all  the  wa 

He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,  And  go  with  me  all  the  wa 

y- 

y- 

y- 
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Chobus.  Arr.  K 

Where  He  leads  X  will  fol-low, 

Where  He  leads  .  me  I  will  fol-low, . Where  He 

n  -  - - r  t - =J-r  -f, 

--  v  i  i/  U  1/  y  U  *- 

No.  24  Somebody  Here  Needs  Jesus. 


James  Rowe.  international  copyright  secured,  Harry  Dixon  Loes. 


1.  Some-bod  -  y  here  is  wea  -  ry  and  worn,  Bend-ing  be  -  neath  a 

2.  Some-bod  -  y  here  is  wea  -  ry  of  sin,  Long-ing  to  let  the 

3.  Some-bod  -  y  here  will  an  -  swer  His  plea,  Kneel  at  His  feet,  a 

4.  Some-bod  -  y  here  is  look  -  ing  a  -  bove.  Read  -  y  to  trust  His 


bur -den  long  borne;  Tired  of  the  storms  and  thorns  of  the  way, 

bless-ed  One  in;  Read-y  to  take  the  heav-en-  ly  way, 

Christian  to  be;  Some-bod  -  y  here  for  par  -  don  will  pray, 

mer-cy  and  love;  Knowing  what  dan  -  ger  lies  in  de  -  lay, 


No.  25 


Pray  Yourself  Out. 


Just  pray,  pray, 


pray  your-self  out.  Chords. 


Just  pray,  pray,  broth-er,  pray  your-self  out.  Pray  yourself  out 

»J  J  J- 


Just  pray,  brother,  pray,  pray  your-self  out. 


No.  26 


Day  Is  Dyin*  In  The  West. 


1.  Day  is  dy  -  ing  in  the  west,  Heav’n  is  touching  earth  with  rest; 

2.  Lord  of  life,'  be  -  neath  the  dome  Of  the  u  -  ni  -  verse,  Thy  home, 

3.  While  the  deep’ning  shad  -ows  fall,  Heart  of  Love,  en  -  fold  -  ing  all, 

4.  When  for  -  ev  -  er  from  our  sight  Pass  the  stars,  the  day,  the  night, 


-d-, 
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No.  27 


The  World  Or  Jesus. 


The  Riches  Of  Love. 


N.  B.  Sargent.  Arr. 


1.  The  treas-uras  of  earth  are  not  mine,  I  hold  not  its  sil  -  vc 

2.  The  treas-ures  of  earth  must  all  fail,  Its  rich  •  es  and  hon  -  or  de  • 

3.  Compared  with  the  rich  -  es  of  love,  The  wealth  of  the  world  is  but 

3.  Come,  take  of  the  rich  -  es  of  Christ,  Ex  -  haust-less  and  free  is  the 


No.  29 


The  Old  Rugged  Cross. 


T\ 

For  a  world  of  lost  sin-ners  was  slain.  So  I’ll  cher-ish  the  old  rug  -  ged 
To  bear  it  to  dark  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 

To  par-don  and  sanc-ti  -  fy  me. 

Where  His  glory  for-ev-er  I’ll  share. 


Hi 


f  T—j 

-4  JUU+  ' 

■  *  v  b  v  *  ^ 

cross .  Till  my  trophies  at  last  I  1 

old  rug-ged  cross, 

y  v 

ay  down;  I  will  cling  to  the 

JEF1 

u-  y  'y  *  r  .  r 

~F  g  y~lTw 

Mo.  30  ’Twas  Jesus’  Blood. 


praise  Him  for  a  -  ton-ing  grace,  That  reached  a  child  of  sin  -  ful  race, 
joy  wells  up  with  -  in  my  soul,  Ra-deem-ing  blood  hath  made  me  whole. 
Je  -  sus  Christ  my  love  I  give,  He  gave  His  life  that  I  might  live, 
all  His  courts  my  joy  shall  sound,  That  I,  the  lost,  by  Christ  was  found. 


No.  31 


Take  Up  Thy  Gross. 


No.  32 


Onward,  Ghristian  Soldiers. 

-,-dcCL:’  1 


1.  On-ward,  Christian  sol  -  diers,  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the 

2.  At  the  sign  of  tri  -  umph,  Sa-tan’s  hosts  doth  flee;  On,  then, 

3.  Like  a  might-y  ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Broth-ei 

4.  On-ward,  then,  ye  peo  -  pie,  Join  o*'~  nrr 


-  py  throng,  Blend  with 


cross  of  Je  -  bus  Go  -  ing  on 

Chris-tian  sol  -  diers,  On  to  vie  -  to  -  ry! 

we  are  tread  -  ing  Where  the  saints  have  trod; 

ours  your  voic  -  es  In  the  tri-umph  song; 


No.  33  Shall  You?  Jesus. 

Copyright,  1916,  by  Mr.  Adhlo  M?algn  SonS- 

G.  M.  J.  Hope  Publishing  Co, ,  '**  °-  Solle«.  Ernest  O.  Sellers. 


No.  32  Onward  His  Wings. 


No.  35  Wonderful  Jesus. 


No.  36  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republfc. 

Julia  Ward  Howe.  (Glory.  Hallelujah.)  Plantation  Melody. 


1.  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glo-ry  of  the  com-ing  of  the  Lord;  He  is 
2.1  have  seen  Him  in  the  watchfires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps;  They  have 

3.  He  has  sound-ed  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  nev-er  sound  re-treat;  He  is 

4.  In  the  beau-ty  of  the  lil  -  ies.  Christ  was  born  a-cross  the  sea,  With  a 


trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored;  He  hath  loosed  the 
build -ed  Him  an  al-tar  in  the  eve-ning  dews  and  damps;  I  can  read  His 
sift  -  ing  out  the  hearts  of  men  be  -  fore  His  judgment  seat,  0  be  swift,  my 
glo  -  ry  in  His  bos-om  that  trans-fig  -  ures  you  and  me;  A3  He  died  to 


fate  -  ful  lightning  of  His'  ter  -  ri-ble  swift  sword;  His  truth  is  marching 
righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flar-ing  lamps;  His  day  is  marching 
soul,  to  an-swerHim!be  ju  -  bi  -  lant,  my  feet!  Our  God  is  marching 
make  men  ho  -  ly,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free;  While  God  is  marching 

2/ 


1  1 

|s 

1 

Glo-ry !  glo-ry,  hal-le  - 1 
Glory!  glo-ry,  g 

A  A  •  A  A-*  r 

u  -  jah!  Glo-ry!  glo  -  ry, 

;lo-ry,  hal-le-lu-jah!  Glory!  glo-ry, 

hal 

-le-Iu 

glo-ry  hal-le  - 

*  j*- ! 

*  * - fc] 

1 

\>  1  i 

„■  1 

J  P  ■  V 
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1  " 

jah!  Glo-ry!  glo  -  ry,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  Our  God  is  marching  o 
la  -  jah!  Glo-ry!  glo-ry,  glo-ry,  hal-le-lu-jah  1 


-  off  sweet  for-ev-er,  Just  be  - 


No.  38 

Horatius  Bonar. 


The  Wandering  Sheep. 

g= 


1.  I  was  a  wan-der-ing  sheep,  I  did  not  love  the  fold; 

2.  The  Shep-herd  sought  His  sheep,  The  Fa  -  ther  sought  His  child; 

S.  No  more  a  wan-der-ing  sheep,  I  lore  to  be  con  -  trolled; 

I-  !S 


W.  H.  Doane. 


No.  39  Though  Your  Sins  Be  As  Scarlet. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

n  Duet  or  Trio. 


1.  “Tho’  your  sina  be  aa  scar-let,  They  shall  be  aa  white  ai 

2.  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you.  Oh,  re-turn  ye  un  -  to 

3.  He’ll  for-give  your  transgressions,  And  remember  them  n< 


Tho’ they  be  red  (Tho’ they  be  red)  like  crim-son,  They  shall  be  aa  wool;” 
He  is  of  great  (He  is  of  great)  com-pas-sion,  And  of  won-drous  love; 


“Look  un 

-  to  Me  (Look  un  - 

to  Me,)  y< 

P 

s  peo- pie,”  Saith  the  Lord  your  God! 

it  Tmo. 

b  i 

Z  i  t 

\  V  ~ 

Quartet. 

’  y 

“Tho’  yon 
Hear  the 
He’ll  foi 

g-LS - *  - 1-^ - - J 

r  sins  be  as  scar  -  let,  Tho’  your  sins  be  as  scar-let, 

)  voice  that  en-treats  you, Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  yon; 

:  -  give  your  trans-gres-sions,  He’ll  for-give  your  transgressions, 

-w-  -  JOJlm. 

Ef|g±E^-±Ei 


a  white  aa  snow,  They  shall  be 
e  un  -  to  God! 


aa  white  as  snow." 
ye  un  -  to  God! 
her  them  n< 


No.  40 


He  Will  Not  Let  Me  Fall. 


Copyright,  1910,  by  Ackley  and  Rodeheaver. 

Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley.  H.  a.  Rodeheaver,  owner.  B.  D.  Ackley. 


No.  41  When  the  Night  Shades  Are  Failing. 


No.  42  Speed  Away!  Speed  Away! 


No.  43  A  Friend  To  Man. 


No.  46 


The  Man  Born  Blind. 


1.  There  was  a  man  born  blind,  And  his  day  was 

2.  Bat  Christ  has  eyes  that  see,  All  the  blind-ed  ' 

3.  The  beggar  groped  his  way,  To  the 


long  night;  Shut  in  was  his  poor 
i  of  men,  Whate’er  the  trouble 
-ter  of  Siloam,  And  saw  the  world  that 


mind.  And  shut  out  the  world  of  light;  The  morning’s  golden  face.  The  ev  Ding’s 
be  He  can  make  it  right  a-gain;  With  clay  of  common  clod,  fle  spread  those 
day.  For  the  first  time,  and  bis  home;  And  at  the  feet  of  Christ,  He  knelt  up  • 


Ay— i 

pur  -  pie  sheen;  His  moth-er’s  lov-ing  face  1 
sight-less  eyes,  And  in  that  touch  of  God,  1 
on  the  sod,  For  Christ  his  soul  suf-ficed,  i 

U.  ...   » 

*  V  »  \  ■' 

He  had  nev-er,  nev-er  seen, 
rhe  hope  of  all  men  lies. 

\nd  worshipped  Him  as  God. 

§ 

Chords,  w  . ,  . _ ft  _  ,  _ _  |  |  ,.  | 
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0  soul’s  of  men,  so  dark,  so  dim,  Out  of  thy  blindness  i 
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Out  of  thedark-ness  in  -  to  light,  Je-sus  will  lead  you,  Be-Iieve  on  Him. 


No.  47 


Sunset  Hour. 


No.  49 


May  God  Depend  On  You? 

Copyright,  1*06,  by  the  Lorenz  Publishing  Co. 


1.  In  the  i 

2.  See,  they _ _ _  _  „„ 

3.  From  His  throne  the  Fa  -  ther 


-  fare  that  is  rag  -  ing  For  the  truth  and  for  the  right, 

“  ™  ..  .Jjle  pin  .  ions.  Come  they  in  Sa  -  tan  -  ie  might, — 
.1  An  -  gels  help  us  to  pre  -  vail; 


Carrie  B.  Adams. 


No.  50  Gome  Unto  Me. 


Coda  after  last  verse.  rit.  ad  lib.  jpp ^ 


u  u  L>  *  ^ 

I  will  give  you  res 

— p  p  •  jCj 

t;  Come  un  -  • 

to  me  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
4-J-4 — 4- p  p  r-J - 
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No.  51 


The  face  Of  The  Master. 


Mrs.  E.  W.  Leader. 


Mrs  J.  H.  Cassidy. 


No.  52 


Wandering  Child,  0  Come  Home. 


1.  Have  you  wandered  a  -  way  from  your  Fa-ther’s  care,  Heav-y  heart  -  ed  and 

2.  Is  your  frail  bark  a -drift  on  life’s  rag  -  ing  sea,  Are  you  tossed  on  its 

3.  He  is  plead -ing  to-day,  heed  His  gen -tie  voice,  As  He  bids  you^  no^ 


'Tis  thy  Fa-ther  now  entreats —  Wand’ring  child,  come  home, c< 

Fa  -  ther  en-treats—  Wand’ring  child,  0  come  home. 

J  h  feJ   I 


No.  53  Comrades,  Press  On. 


No.  54 


Go  Through  The  Gates. 


Ira  B.  Wilson. 


1.  Go  thro’  the  gates,  0  church  of  Christ,  Cast  up,  cast  up  a  safe  high  -  way; 

2.  Prepare  the  way  of  ho  -  li-ness.  Remove  the  stones  that  wound  the  feet, 
S.  Go  thro’  the  gates,  make  known  the  strength  That  cometh  from  a  faith  di  -  vine, 

J.  j-3  I  1  r - rk- 


For  all  the  peo  -  pie  make  a  road,  That  from  the  kingdom  none  need  stay. 
That  all  who  walk  there-in  may  find  A  joy  and  bless-ing  pure  and  sweet. 
A  -  rise,  a  -  rise,  0  church  of  Christ,  Be  true  and  vie  -  t’ry  shall  be  thine. 

K  K  -  ...... 


Chobds. 


Go  thro’  the  gates,  0  church  of  Christ, 

Go  thro  the  gates .  0  church  of  Christ, .  And 


No.  55 


Mrs.  Mariana  B.  Slade. 


Gathering  Home. 

t.  copyright  1925,  by  Reb’t  H.  Colems 


1.  Up  to  the  boun-ti-ful  Giv-er  of  life, — Gathering  home!  gath-er-ing  home! 

2.  Up  to  the  city  where  falleth  no  night, — Gathering  home!  gath-er-ing  home! 

S.  Up  to  the  beautiful  mansions  a- bove, — Gathering  home!  gath-er-ing  home! 


Up  to  the  dwelling  where  cometh  no  strife,  The  dear  ones  are  gath-er-ing  home. 
Up  where  the  Savior’s  own  face  is  the  light,  The  dear  ones  are  gath-er-ing  home. 
Safe  in  the  arms  of  His  in  -  fi  -  nite  love,  The  dear  ones  are  gath-er-ing  home. 


^  ^ - \lj 

- 1  II  ! 
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X  •  1/1 

Gath-er-ing  home! . 

Gath- 

>l/i  »  *  i  \f  1/  ^  1  * 

er-ing  home!  gath-er  -  ing  home! 

- 

No.  56 


God’s  An^el  Is  Standing  By  Me. 


Mrs.  Jean  Bales. 


1.  When  the  tem  -  pests  give  cause  for  a  -  larm,  And  shad  -  ows  are 

2.  In  dis- tress,  or  in  sick -ness  or  pain,  And  all  of  the 

3.  When  my  faith  al  -  most  fails  as  I  go,  And  hope  from  my 


|EWj}S3^=l 


m- 


deep  on  life’s  sea,  I  am  safe  and  Be  - 1 
trou  -  bles  that  be,  Though  they  try  me.  I’ll 

heart  seems  to  flee,  Strength  and  comfort  are  r 


re  from  all  harm,  God’s 
■  -  er  com-plain,  God’s 
e,  for  I  know  God’s 


-  gel  is  stand-ing  by 


He’s  close  by  my 

£E 


side,  and  He’ll  be  my  Guide,  God’s  an  -  gel  is  stand-ing  by  me. 


.';'n 

f  f  MM 
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I.  E.  Reynolds. 


No.  57  I’m  A  Pilgrim. 

Mary  S.  B.  Dana.  CoPTriSt.t,  ms.  b,  Kob.rt  H.  Cokman.  I.  E.  Reynolds. 

1.  I’m  a  pilgrim  and  I’m 

2.  Of  thatcit-y  to  which] 

3.  There  the  sunbeams  are  ev 

stranger,  I  can  tar-ry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night; 

.  jour-ney,  My  Redeemer,  my  Reeeemer  is  the  Light; 
er  shining,  0  my  longing,  0  my  longing  heart  is  there; 
r-r-a  ^  r-p--.  IVfr— | - , 

d  rrr  d  d  t 

U  fi  [1  b  I  K 

1 

rrri 

Do  not  de-tain  me  fori  am  go  -  ing  To  where  the  fountains  are  ever  flowing. 
There  is  no  sor-row  nor  an-y  sigh-ing,  Nor  an-y  tears  there  nor  any  dy  -  ing. 
Here  in  this  country  so  dark  and  dreary,  I  long  have  wandered,  forlorn  and  weary. 


G  5  5 

Chords. 
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I’m  '  a  pi 
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1  -  grim  and  I’m  a  stran  -  ger,  I  can  tar  -  ry, 

n  a  pil-grim  I’m  a  stran-ger, 
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-■  1  f. — £mil— S - pE~3  j.  fjp — f — 

l 

i  5  l  5  ^  y— 

|BihprT=»-»-FFfa=-- '  tMi 

U  y  ^ 

I  can  tar  -  ry  b 
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ut  a  night;  I’m  a  pil  - 

I’m  a  pilgrim 

grim  and  I’m  a 

Jgi-S-i 
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C  CJ  D  1 

y  r  |y 

stran  -  ger,  I  can  tar -ry,  I  can  tar- ry  but  a  night,  but  anight. 
I’m  a  stranger. 


No.  58  Since  His  Love  Found  Me. 


love  found  me,  His  love  found  me.  His  love  found  me;  And  He  keeps  me  ev’ry  hour 


By  His  grace  and  pow’r,  I’m  re  -  joic  -  ing  since  His  love  found  me. 


No.  59 


Speak  To  My  Heart. 


Speak  to  my  heart.  Lord  Je  - 

Speak  to  my  heart,  Lord  Je  - 

Speak  to  my  heart,  Lord  Je  - 


Calm  ev  -  'ry  doubt  and  fear. 
Help  me  the  lost  to  win. 

I  would  be  whol  -  ly  Thine. 


Speak  to  my  heart,  oh,  speak  to  my  heart,  Speak  to  my  heart,  I  pray; 


Yield-ed  and  still,  seek-ing  Thy  will,  Oh,  speak  to  my  heart  to  -  day. 


No.  60  Hark!  The  Herald  Angels  Sing 


Joy  -  ful,  all  ye  na  -  tions  rise,  Join  the  tri  -  nmph  of  the  skies; 
Let  us  then  with  an -gels  sing,  Glo-ry  to  the  new-born  King; 


J.  B.  Herbert. 


No.  61  0  Love  That  Will  Not  Let  Me  Go. 


Rev.  Geo.  Matheson.  International  copyright  secured.  J 


flow  May  rich-er,  full  -  er  be.  May  rich-er,  full  -  er  be. 

day  May  brighter,  fair  -  er  be,  May  brighter,  fair  -  er  be. 


vain  That  morn  shall  tearless  be,  .That  morn  shall  tear  -  less  be. 

red  Life  that  shall  end-less  be.  Life  that  shall  end  -  less  be. 


No.  62  Gome  llnto  him. 


r  ^  ^ - ^  1  12 

All  that  la  -  bor,  all  ye  that  la  -  bor.  Come,  O  come,  and 


No.  63  The  Lord  Is  My  Shepherd. 


Pastorale  Larglietlo.  int«n.uon«l  copyright  ..cured,  Mrs.  J.  H.  Cassidy. 


- h— 1 - 

'  '  : 

if 

If 

1.  The  Lord 

is  my  Shep  -  herd, 

I 

shall  not  want. 

He 

2s,  Yea,  tho’  I  walk  the  val  -  ley 

Of 

shad  -  ow  of  death — 

Tea, 
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mak-eth  me  to  li 
I  will  fear  no  i 

' i  T  t 

*  p-L 

,e  down  In  green  ] 
s  -  vil.  For  Thou  e 
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irtwithme;  A  tE 

r">  u,  i  h 

le  the  still 
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No.  64  The  Old  Road. 


God;  The  old  road  is  the  on  -  ly  road,  The  way  that  Je-sus  trod. 


The  Old  Road.  Concluded. 


For  the  old  road  is  the  on-ly  road  That  brings  the  pilgrim  home. 


No.  65 


Jesus  Is  Pleading  Still. 


p  Chords.  With  expression. 

'  1 

Plead  -  ing  still,  Plead  -  ing  still, 

Ten-der  -  ly  plead-ing  still,  Ten  -  der  -  ly  plead-ing  still, 

J  .  ...  ,p..  ■& 


No.  66 


I  Believe  In  God. 

Copyright,  1928,  by  Robert  H.  Coleman. 

b  ft 


Melody  in  Second  Tenoi\  ^  ft _ ^  f 


Harry  Dixon  Loes. 

i - rn - n — ft — H~ 


1.  I  be-lieve  in  God,  in  His  mer  -  cy  and  com-pas  -  sion,  0  what  wondrous 

2.  I  be-lieve  in  God,  as  revealed  by  Christ  the  Say -ionr,  When  for  man  He 

3.  I  be-lieve  in  God,  He  has  answered  my  pe  -  ti  -  tions,  Tho’  none  knew  my 


Ti~ jHVihJ 

"pF" r - !— S-fJ-v-fed1 

sin,  made  ir 

;  ^  p  H  | 

ie  whit-er  than  the  snow; 

I  be-lieve 

in  God,  f  on  His  Spir  -  it 

'p=P - 

5  i>  b  9 

v  P  y 

P  1  b  p  b  P 

1  Believe  In  God.  Concluded. 


•All  a -long  my  pil  -  grim  jour-ney,  Sav-iour,let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

Glad  -  ly  will  I  toil  and  suf  -  fer.  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

Then  the  gate  of  life  e-ter-nal  May  I  en  -  ter  Lord  with  Thee. 


Close  to  Thee, . close  to  Thee . Close  to  Thee, .  close  to 

Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee, 


nr 


Thee, .  All  a  -  long  my  pilgrim  journey,  Saviour,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

Gladly  will  I  toil  and  suf-fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee, 
close  to  Thee,  Then  the  gate  of  life  e  -  ter-nal  May  I  en-ter,  Lord,  with  Thee'. 

- — j*— A — 1-4— -a— 


No.  68  The  Life-Boat. 


The  Life-Boat.  Concluded. 


meet,  will  meet  Up- on  the  gold-en  shore; 

com  -  ing  To  [  Omit  .  .  .  ]  gather  the  jew-els  home. 


No.  69  There’s  No  Friend  Like  Jesus. 

M.  J.  B. 

]  k  .  J  m 

M.  J.  Babbitt. 
Arr.  L  E.  R. 

t==^=;C=tggg=d 
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1.  There’s  no  friend  to  me  like  Je  -  sns,  He  my  ev-’ry  need  sup-plies; 

2.  All,  yes,  all  to  me  is  Je  -  sus,  Blest  Re-deem-er,  Saviour,  Guide; 

3.  I  will  nev  -  er  cease  to  love  Him,  He  who  died  to  set  me  free; 

(gfe4— "Uzr - 
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No.  70  The  Wayside  Cross. 

Copyright,  1S84.  by  H.  R.  Palmer. 

C.  L.  St.  John.  Used  bP  permission. 

Solo,  ad  lib .  ( Declamatory ^style.) 


 u  r  ^  fz. 

1.  “Which  way  shall  I  taka, ’’shonts  a  voice  on  the  night,  “I’m  a  pilgrim  a  - 

2.  “Which  way  shall  I  take  for  the  bright  golden  span  That  bridg-es  the 
“See  the  lights  from  the  palace  in  sil  -  ver  -  y  lines,  How  they  pencil  the 


r 


*Chokus. 
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Near,  near  thee,  my  son,  is  the  old  way-side,  cross.  Like  a  gray  fri  -  ar  cowled  in 


s:  And  its  crossbeam  will  point  to  the  bright  golden  span  That 


The  Wayside  Cross. 


Be-lieve  it  thou,  Iu 


r-ced  -  ing! 


No.  72 


My  Anchor  Holds. 


Copyright,  1902,  by  D.  B.  Towner. 
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gale,  On  my  bark  so  small  and  frail;  I  shall  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er 


My  Anchor  Holds. 


IE 

ft 

fail,  For  n 
For  n 

iy  an  -  chor  holds,  my  an  -  ehor  holds, 

ay  an  -  chor  holds,  it  firm  -  ly  holds, 
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No.  73  Thy  Will  Be  Done. 

B.  B.  McK.  Copyright,  1921,  by  Robert  H.  Coleman.  B.  B.  McKinney. 
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1.  Thy  will 

be  done. 

0 

Fa  -  ther,  Tho’  sor  ■ 

■  rows  sweep 

2.  Thy  will 

be  done, 

0 

Fa  -  ther,  I  do 

not  ask 

to 

3.  Thy  will 

be  done, 

0 

Fa  -  ther,  Thro’-out 

life’s  lit  . 

tie 

w 

1? 

i  -  r  ■ 

y . 
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J.  H.  Fillmore- 


No.  74  Going  Down  The  Valley. 

Jessie  H.  Brown.  Oopyplght,  18S0,  by  Fillmore  Broe. 
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1.  We  a 

2.  We  a 
S.  We  a 

S'  !/ 

e  go  -  ing  down  the  val  -  ley  one  by 

e  go  -  ing  down  the  val  •  ley  one  by 

e  go  -  ing  down  the  val  -  ley  one  by 

V  N  S  IS  N  N  K  fs  w 

u  1/ 

one,  With  our 
one,  When  the 
one,  Hu  -  man 

V  V  W  V  S  1 

S.  N  S  f> 
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fa  -  ces 

com-rade 
S  S 

t’ward  the  set  -  ting  of  the  sun;  Down  the 
of  the  wea  -  ry  day  are  done;  One  by 
you  or  I  will  there  have  none,  But  a 

N  N  K  N  N  N  i  v 

val  -  ley  where  the 
one  the  cares  of 
ten  -  der  hand  will 

S  N  S  N 

|=1ira^ jzr.  jzr 

Going  Down  The  Valley. 


Go-ingdown  the  val-ley,  Go  -  ing  down  the  val-ley,  oi^o  by 


r  r 


No.  75  Fair  Eden=Land,  My  Home. 


No.  76 


He  Will  Keep. 


Julia  H.  Johnston.  Robert  H.  Coleman,  owner.  M.  J.  Babbitt. 

N   „  N , .  I  - - - fc- 


1.  Je  -  bus  Christ  is  my  sal  -  va-tion,  He 

2.  When  life’s  per  -  il  o’er  me  hov  -  ers  He 

3.  When  I  come  to  earth’s  dark  riv-er  He 

— srf  *  *-r~  t  -  1 

!  will  keep;  (He  will  keep;)  From  the 
i  will  keep;  My  de  • 

i  will  keep;  When  the 

%  Ah n.  ^  J  ----- -| 

/  V'V  l' 
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He  Will  Keep. 


No.  77 


What  Shall  I  Do  To  Be  Saved? 


1.  O  what  shall 

2.  0  what  shall 

3.  0  what  shall 

4.  0  Lord,  look 


Wm.  B,  Bradbury. 


be  saved  From  the  sor  -  rows  that 
be  saved  When  the  pleas  -  ures  of 
be  saved,  When  sick  -  ness  my 
on  me?  Come,  0  come  and  speak 


bnr  -  den  my  soul?  Like  the  waves  in  a  storm  When  the  winds  are  at 

youth  are  all  fled,  And  the  friends  I  have  loved  From  the  earth  are  re  - 

strength  shall  sub  -  due?  Or  the  world  in  a  day,  Like  a  cloud  rolls  a  - 

peace  to  my  soul;  Un  -  to  whom  shall  I  flee,  Dear-est  Lord,  but  to 


No.  78  List  To  The  Voice. 


List  To  The  Voice.  Concluded. 

ntmvnfl 
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No.  80 


A  Watchman  In  The  Night. 


M.  J.  Babbitt. 


1.  Where  the  night  of  sin  lies  dark  -  ly,  And  a  -  far  the  wand’rers  roam, 

2.  It  is  night  up  -  on  the  wa  -  ter  Where  life’s  bil  -  lows  toss  and  roar, 

3.  Not  my  own,  the  word  of  warn  -  ing  Or  the  light  of  help  and  cheer, 


I  must  keep  the  watch-fires  bum-ing  That  will  guide  the  wea  -  ry  home; 

I  must  keep  my  watch-fires  gleaming  On  the  Bands  up  -  on  the  shore; 

But  to  me  has  been  en- trust -ed  Je  -  sus’  mes- sage,  sweet  and  clear; 


A  Watchman  In  The  Night. 


No.  81  Remember  Me,  0  Mighty  One. 

*non-  Joanna  Kinkel. 


1.  When  stforms  around  are  sweeping. 

— i  i  •  i  -  ^  — □ 

When  lone  my  watch  I’m  keep  -  ing. 

2.  When  walk  -  ing  on  life's  o  -  cean, 

Con  -  trol  its  rag  -  ing  mo  -  tion; 

3.  When  weight  of  sin  op-press  -  es, 

When  dark  des  -  pair  dis-tress  -  e>. 

1  r|  | - 1  r*  IS - bi — — 1 

’Mid  fires  of  e  -  vil  fall -mg,  ’Mid  temp  -  ters’ voi  -  ces  call  -  ing, 
When  from  its  dan-gers  shrink-ing,  When  in  its  dread  deeps  sink-ing,’ 
All  thro’  the  life  that’s  mor  -  tal,  And  when  I  pass  death’s  por  -  tal. 


m  Chords. 

.  |r  ,  ,ki  ^ 

Ee-mem-ber  n 

ie,  0  might-y  One  1  Re-mem-ber  me,  p  0  might-y  One' 
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No.  82 


That  Beautiful  Land. 

May  be  sung  as  Duet  by  first  and  second  tenors. 


F.  A.  F.  White. 


1.  I  have  heard  of 

2.  There  are  ev  -  er  - 

3.  There’s  a  home 


Mark  M.  Jones. 


On  a  far  a  -  way  strand, 

That  bend  low  in  the  breeze. 

At  the  Fa  -  theFs  right  hand; 


That  Beautiful  Land. 


No.  83  Let  The  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning. 


E.  L.  Ashford. 


No.  84  Fight  To  Win. 


James  Rowe. 


Fight  To  Win. 


No.  86 


Glorious  Things  Of  Thee. 


John  Newton.  Hope  Punishing  Co. ,  Owner.  D.  B.  Towner. 

,  N  J , — - u 


1.  Glo  -  riout 

i  things 

of  thee  are  spok  -  en, 

U  j,  ' 

Zi  -  on,  cit  -  y  of  onr 

2.  Sav  -  ior. 

if 

of  Zi  -  on’s  cit  -  y 

I,  thro’ grace  a  mem-ber 

3.  Fad  -  ing 

is 

theworlding’s  pleas-nre, 

All  his  boast-ed  pomp  and 

|  | 

N  1  J\  1  . 

,  |  J  j 

God;  He  whose  word  cannot  be  brok-en,  Form’d  thee  for  His  own  a  -  bode. 


am,  Let  the  world  deride  or  pit  -  y,  I  will  glo  -  ry  in  Thy  name, 

show;  Sol  -  id  joys  andlasting  treasure,  None  but  Zi-on’s  children  know. 


What  can  shake  thy  sure  re  -  pose?  With  sal  -  va-tion’s  walls  snr  - 

i  Is  i  n  n 

/  J„  ..  ,  , 

- sB 

re  -  pose?  With  sal-va 


thy  sure 


tion’s  walls 


Glorious  Things  Of  Thee.  Concluded. 


No.  87  Must  Jesus  Bear  The  Gross  Alone? 


No.  88  Are  We  Down-Hearted  ? 


plet  -  ed  the  en  -  0  -  my’s  rout,  Are  we  down-hearted?  No!  No!  No! 

life  must  ev-er  be  vain!  Are  we  down-hearted?  No!  No!  No! 

keep-ing midst  dan-ger  so  rife,  Are  we  down-hearted?  No!  No!  No! 

r— - — , - - 4- - - f PM I— ,-W  H-g -rT— 


Are  We  Down-Hearted  ?  Gonduded. 


-  - 

Are  we  down-hearted?  No!  Nc 

)!  No!  Are  we 

J 

down-hearted?  No!  No!  No!  4 
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No.  89  Jesus  Galls  Us. 


Mrs.  Cecil  F.  Alexander.  William  H.  Jude.  Arr.  I.  E.  R. 


M  u  .  jl 
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us  o’er  the 

tu  -  mult 

Of  our 

life’s 

F  . 11  1 

wild  restless  sea, 

2.  Je-sus 

calls 

us  from  the 

sor-rows, 

Of  the 

vain  world's  golden  store. 

3.  In  out 

joys 

Days  of 

toil 

and  hours  of  ease. 

4.  Je-sus 

calls 

us:  by  Thy 

mer-cies, 

Saviour, 

may 

we  hear  Thy  call, 

jA  • 
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Day  by  day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth,  Saying, “Chris-tian,  fol-low  Me.” 
From  each  i  -  dol  that  would  keep  us,  Saying, “Chris-tian,  love  Me  more.” 
Still  He  calls  in  cares  and  pleasures, “Christian,  love  Me  more  than  these.” 
Give  our  hearts  to  Thy  o  -  be-dience.  Serve  and  love  Thee  best  of  all. 


r 


No.  90  Nearer  Home. 


Nearer  Home. 


L   Choucs. 


one  day  nearer  home,  one  day  nearer  home.  Near-er  home, . 


one  . day  nearer  home . 


Near-er  home, . Nearer  to  onrhomeon  high,  To  the  green  fields 


and  the  foun- tains,  Of  a  land  beyond  the  sky,  beyond  the  sky. 


No.  91  Jesus,  The  Very  Thought  Of  Thee. 


No.  92 


The  Persuasive  Voice. 


H.  Bonar,  D.  D.  Arr.  copyright,  1928.  by  Kobeit  h.  Coleman  Arr.  B.  B.  McKinney. 


p  p  h 

r>  i  h  | 

Jffl-H-- — —  — 

-  -  -  p 

1.  I  heard  the  vo 

ce  of 

Je- 

•  sus  say,“Come  un  -  to  Me  and 

rest; 

2.  I  heard  the  vo 

ce  of 

Je  - 

■  sus  say,“Be  -  hold,  I  free  -  ly 

give; 

3.  I  heard  the  vo 

ce  of 

Je  - 

sus  say,  “I  am  this  dark  world’s 

i  Light; 

4-A-jt 
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I  found  in  Him  a  rest -ing  place,  And  He  has  made  me  glad. 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re-vived,  And  now  I  live  in  Him. 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I’ll  walk  Till  trav-’ling  days  are  done. 


No.  93 


Will  You  Come? 


1.  We  are  trav’ling  home  to  heav’n  above.  Will  you  come? . Will  yon  come? 

2.  We  are  going  to  see  the  Bleeding  Lamb, 

3.  We  are  going  to  join  the  heav’nly  choir,  Will  you  come? 

, r -AJVah 


y  V 


To  sing  the  Sav-iour’s  dy  -  ing  love,  Will  you  come?  Will  you  come? 

In  rapt  -  ’rous  strains  to  praise  His  name,  Will  you  come?  Will  you  come? 

To  raise  our  voice  and  tune  the  lyre,  Will  you  come?  Will  you  come?  , 


No.  94 


Tell  Mother  I’ll  Be  There. 


How  I  would  grieve  my  moth  -  er  by  my  f  ol  -  ly  and  neg  -  lect; 

So  pa  -  tient,  gen  -  tie,  lov  -  ing,  when  I  act  -  ted  rough  and  rude; 

She  al  -  moat  broke  her  lov  -  ing  heart  in  moum-ing  af  -  ter  me. 

If  I  would  see  my  moth  -  er  ere  the  Sav  -  ior  took  her  home; 


Tell  Mother  I’ll  Be  There. 


No.  95  Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 


Chart  and  com-pass  came  from  Thee;  Je  -  sua,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot  me. 

Won-drous  Sov-reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  bus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot  me. 

May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me,  “Pear  not,  I  will  pi  -  lot  thee!” 
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No.  96 


We  Will  Understand  It  Better. 


Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 
Rev.  C.  A.  Tindley. 


1.  We  are  oft  -  en  tossed  and  driv’n  on  the  rest  -  less  sea  of  time,  Som-ber 

2.  We  are  oft  -  en  des  -  ti  -  tute  of  the  things  that  life  demands,  Want  of 

3.  Tri  -  als  dark  on  ev  -  ’ry  hand  and  we  can  -  not  un  -  der-stand,  All  the 

4.  Here  temp-ta-tions,  hid  -  den  snares,  oft-en  take  us  un  -  a-wares,  And  our 
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uTlrTlrrT^  »  »  ^  r  i  r 


..  p  ^  ^  ^  j 

*  .TV  6 -ft-. 

-L - — i 

skies  and  howl-ing  tem-pests  oft  sue  -  ceed  a  bright  sui 
food  and  want  of  shel  -  ter,  thirst  -  y  hills  andbar-  rer 
ways  that  God  would  lead  us  to  that  bless  -  ed  prom-isec 
hearts  are  made  to  bleed  by  some  thoughtless  word  or 

?  i — 1 - -1 

i- shine;  In  that 
i  lands;  But  we’re 

1  land;  But  He’ll 
deed;  And  we 

2 - -ft,,.-. 
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land  of  per -feet  day,  when  the  mists  have  rolled  a -way.  We  will  un-der- 

trust-ing  in  the  Lord,  and  ac-cord-ing  to  His  Word,  We  will  un-der- 

guide  us  with  His  eye,  and  we’ll  fol  -  low  till  we  die,  For  we’ll  un  -  der  - 

won-der  why  the  test,  when  we  try  to  do  our  best.  But  we’ll  un  -  der- 


fTITE  f  H  t>  t  t 


We  Will  Understand  It  Better.  Concluded. 

how  we’ve  o  -  ver-come,  We  will  un  -  der-stand  it  bet-ter  by  and  by. 


1.  Were  you  there  when  they  cru  -  ci  -  fied  my  Lord?  (were  you 

2.  Were  you  there  when  they  nailed  Him  to  the  tree?  (to  the 

3.  Were  you  there  when  the  sun  re  -  fused  to  shine?  (refused  to 

4.  Were  you  there  when  they  laid  Him  in  the  tomb?  (in  the 
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Were 

Were 

Were 

Were 


you  there  when  they  cru  -  ci  -  fied  my  Lord?  (were  you  there?) 

you  there  when  they  nailed  Him  to  the  tree?  (to  the  tree?) 

you  there  when  the  sun  re  -  fused  to  shine?  (refused  to  shine?) 

you  there  when  they  laid  Him  in  the  tomb?  (in  the  tomb?) 


No.  100 

S.  F-  Adams. 


Nearer,  My  God,  To  Thee. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Near  -  er, 

my 

God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to 

Thee; 

E’en  tho’ 

it 

2.  Tho’  like 

the 

wan  -  der  -  er,  Day-light  all 

gone, 

Darkness 

be 

3.  There  let 

the 

way  ap-pear,  Steps  nn  -  to 

heav’n; 

All  thatThon 

4.  Then,  with 

my 

wak  -  ing  tho’ts,  Bright  with  Thy  praise. 

Out  of 

my 

5.  Or  if, 

on 

joy  -  ful  wing,  Cleav-ing  the 

aky, 

Sun,  moon 

and 

-f  i 

be  a  cross  That 

-  eth 

Still 

all 

my  song  shall  be, 

o  -  yer  me,  My 

rest 

a 

atone; 

Yet 

in 

my  dreams  I’d  be, 

send-est  me.  In 

mer  ■ 

■  cy 

giv’n; 

An  - 

gels 

to  beck  -  on  me, 

sto  -  ny  griefs  Beth 

-  el 

I’ll 

raise; 

So 

by 

my  woes  to  be, 

stars  for-got,  Up  • 

I 

fly; 

Still 

all 

my  song  shall  be, 

-  1  ~  h —  — rr  n=’ — 

Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee!  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee!  Near-er  to 

a  .  A  a.  J  J  J  a.  a  . , L 

Thee! 
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No.  101  Holy  Ghost!  With  Light  Divine. 

Andrew  Reed.  Arr.  from  Gottschalk. 

J  „  

1.  Ho -ly  Ghost!  with  light  divine,  Shine  up  -  on  this  heart  of 

2.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost!  with  pow’r  divine,  Cleanse  this  guilt  -  y  heart  of 

3.  Ho -ly  Ghost!  with  joy  di-vine,  Cheer  this  sad-dened  heart  of 

4.  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it!  all  di-vine,  Dwell  with  -  in  this  heart  of 

Holy  Ghost !  With  Light  Divine. 


Chase  the  shades  of  night  a  •  way,  Tarn  my  dark  -  ness  in  -  to  day. 

Long  hath  sin,  without  con  -  trol.  Held  do  -  min  -  ion  o’er  my  soul. 

Bid  my  ma  -  nywoes  de  -  part.  Heal  my  wound -ed,bleed-ing  heart. 


Cast  down  ev 

•  ’ry  i  •  die  throne,  Reign  su  - 

preme — and  reign  a  -  lone. 

,J  /s  J 

|il — 

1  1  1 

No.  102 

Rock  Of  Ages. 

w  r 

A.  M.  Toplady. 

Thomas  Hastings. 

Melody  in 

2nd  Tenor. 
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1.  Rock  of 

a  -  ges  cleft  for  me,  Let  me 

hide  my  -  self  in  Thee; 

2.  Could  my 

tears  for  -  ev  -  er  flow,  Could  my 

zeal  no  lan-guor  know. 

8.  While  I 

draw  this  fleet-ing  breath,  When  my 

eyes  shall  close  in  death, 

^=g==g:l^^=^:^- 
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No.  103  Silent  Night!  Holy  Night! 

CHRISTMAS  CAROL.  Franz  Gruber. 

Rev.  Joseph  Mohr.  Aw.  copyright,  1925,  by  Rob't  H.  coiemim.  Art.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


1.  Si 

-  lent  night!  Ho 

iy 

Es.-z£p— j — tt-— b, — 

night!  All  is  dark,  save 

the  light 

2.  Si 

ient  night!  Peace  ■ 

-  ful 

night!  Darkness  flies,  all 

is  light; 

3.  Si 

lent  night!  Ho 

iy 

night!  Guid-ing  Star,  lend 

thy  light! 

4.  Si 

lent  night!  Ho 

liest  night!  Wondrous  Star,  lend 
-e-  -m-  ^  .  y\ 

thy  lightl 

No.  104  Asleep  In  Jesus. 

Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


Margaret  Mackay.  Arr.  I.  E.  R. 


1.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  bus!  bless  -  ed  sleep,  From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep! 

2.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  0  how  sweet  To  be  forsuch  a  slum-bermeet! 

3.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  bus!  peace-ful  rest,  Whose  waking  is  su-preme-ly  blest! 


Asleep  In  Jesus. 


A  calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re-pose,  Un  -  brok  -  en  by  the  last  of  foes. 
With  ho  -  ly  con  -  fi  -  dence  to  sing,  That  death  hath  lost  Its  ven-omed  sting. 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour  That  man  -  i  -  fests  the  Sav  -  ior's  pow’r. 


Tirr t  r  &  t  ^ 


No.  105  M.'trk!  There  Comes  A  Whisper 


B.  B.  KcKinney. 


No.  106  More  Like  Thee. 


Arr.  B.  B.  McK.  Copyright  1921.  byRob't  ] 
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1.  Help  me,  my  Lord,  to  grow  More,  more  like 

Thee, 

Thy  won-drons 

2.  Tho’ rough  the  road  may  be,  Jag  -  gei^and 

steep. 

Lord,  tho’  I 

3.  Or  if  my  foot-steps  sink  In  doubt’s  dark 

wave, 

May  I  like 

4.  And  when  from  Pis-gah’s  height  Ca  -  naan  I 

view, 

When  faith  shall 

Us"  ft 

lore  to  know,  Thy  face  to  see,  Lord,  fill  my  soul  with  light, 
may  not  run,  Up  -  ward  I’ll  creep;  When  mighty  shad  -  ows  fall, 

Pe  -  ter  cry, — “Lord  Je  -  sus  save!”  So  by  my  faith  to  prove, 

change  to  sight,  Old  things  to  new: —  Then  in  a  no  y  bier  song, 


Dis-pel  the  gloom  of  night.  And  make  me  thro’  Thy  might,  More,  more  like  Thee. 
When  doubts  and  fears  appall,  Then  may  I  rise  from  all,  More,  more  like  Thee. 
Thrice  all  re-deem-ing  love,  0  make  me,  Heav’nly  Dove,  More,  more  like  Thee. 
Thro’  all  the  a  -  ges  long,  I’ll  stand  a  -  mid  the  throng,  Made  like  to  Thee. 


i  V 


No.  107  My  Country,  ’Tis  Of  Thee. 

S.  F.  Smith.  AMERICA.  English.  Arr.  L  E.  R. 

1.  My  country!  'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,  Of  thee  I  sing;  Land  where  my 

2.  My  native  country  thee,  Land  of  the  no-ble,  free,  Thy  name  I  love;  I  love  thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  nog  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom’s  song;  Let  mortal 

4.  Our  father’s  God!  to  Thee,  Author  of  lib  -  er  -  ty,  To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 


My  Country,  ’Tis  Of  Thee. 


father’s  died.  Land  of  the  pilgrim’s  pride,  Prom  ev’ry  mountain  side,  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills, Thy  woods  and  templed  hills,  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills.  Like  that  above, 
tongues  awake,  Let  all  that  breathe  partake.  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright,  With  freedom’s  holy  light,  Protect  us  by  Thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King! 


-rrr- 
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No.  108 

Reginald  Heber. 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy! 

Arr.  John  B.  Dykes. 

>  1  .  1  1  1 
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1.  Ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 
8.  Ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 
4.  Ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 

1  -'1  '  * 

ho  -  ly! 
ho  -  ly! 
ho  -  ly! 
ho  -  ly! 

r 

Lord  God  Al-might  -  y!  Ear-ly  in  the 
all  the  saints  a  -  dore  Thee,  Casting  down  their 
tho’  the  darkness  hide  Thee,  Tho’  the  eyes  of 
Lord  God  al-might  -  y!  All  Thy  works  shall 

-j-  ,  {  .)  1  lg| 
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morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee; 
golden  crowns  a  -  round  the  glass-y  sea; 
sia-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not  see; 
praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky  and  sea; 


Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho  - 
Cher  -  u-bim  and  sera 
On  -  ly  Thou  art  ho 
Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho  - 


mer-ci-ful  and  might  -  y,  God  in  Three  Per-sons,  bless  -  ed  Trin  -  i  -  tyl 

fall-ing  down  before  Thee,  Which  wert,  and  art  and  ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 

there  is  none  beside  Thee,  Per  -  feet  in  pow’r,  in  love  and  pur  -  i  -  ty. 

mer-ci-ful  and  might-y,  God  in  Three  Per  -  sons,  bless-ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty. 


No.  109 


Still,  Still  With  Thee. 


1.  Still,  still  with  Thee, 

2.  A  -  lone  with  Thee, 

S.  Still,  still  to  Thee, 

4.  So  shall  it  be 


pur  -  pie  morn-ing  break  -  eth, 
mid  the  mys-tic  shad  -  ows, 
to  each  new-born  mcrn  -  ing, 
last  in  that  bright  morn  -  ing, 


±P=r- 


When  the  bird  wak  -  .  eth,  and  the  shad  -  ows  flee; 

The  sol  -  emn  hush  of  na  -  ture  new  -  ly  born; 

A  fresh  and  sol  -  emn  splen-dor  still  is  giv’n; 

When  the  soul  wak  -  eth,  and  life’s  shad  -  ows  flee; 


Pair  -  er  than  morn  -  ing,  love  -  li  -  er  than  day  - 

A  -  lone  with  Thee  in  breath-less  ad  -  o  -  ra  - 

So  does  this  bless  -  ed  •.  con-scious  -  ness  a  -  wak  - 

that  hour,  fair  -  er  than  day -light  dawn  - 


Dawns  the  sweet  con-soious  -  ness 

In  the  calm  dew  and  fresh  -  ness 

Breathe  eaph  day  near -ness  un  -  to 

Shall  rise  the  glo  -  rious  thought  I 


No.  110 

J.  Bowring. 


r-ri 

In  The  Gross  Of  Ghrist  I 


Glory. 

■an.  I.  Conkey. 

Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


1.  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glo-ry,  Tow-’ringo’er  the  wrecks  of  time; 

2.  When  the  woes  of  life  o’er-takeme,  Hopes  de-ceive  and  fears  an-noy, 

3.  Bane  and  bless-ing,  pain  and  pleasure,  By  the  cross  are  sane  -  ti-fied; 


In  The  Gross  Of  Ghrist  I  Glory.  Concluded. 

All  the  light  of  sa  -  cred  sto-ry  Gath  -  ers  round  its  head  sublime. 
Nev  -  er  shall  the  cross  for -sake  me;  Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure,  Joys  that  thro*  all  time  a -bide. 


Watch  and  pray, 


No.  112 

George  Matheson. 


0  Love  That  Will  Not  Let  Me  Go. 

tenon.  A.  L.  Peace. 

Arr.  B.  B.  McKinney. 


1.  0  Love  that  will  not  let  me  go, 

2.  0  Light  that  fol-l’west  all  my  way, 

3.  0  Joy  that  aeekest  me  thro’  pain, 

4.  0  Cross  thatlift-est  up  my  head, 


rest  my  wea  -  ry  soul  in 
yield  my  flick’ring  torch  to 
can  -  not  close  my  heart  to 
dare  not  ask  to  hide  from 


No.  113  Sun  Of  My  Soul,  Thou  Savior  Dear. 


1.  Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Sav  -  ior  dear,  It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near; 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of'  kind  -  ly  sleep,  My  wearied  eye  -  lids  gen  -  tly  steep, 

3*  A-bidewith  me  from  morn  till  eve,  For  without  Thee  I  can  -  not  live: 

when  I  wake,  Ere  thro’ the  world  my  way  I  take; 

U~ 


Sun  Of  My  Soul,  Thou  Savior  Dear. 

Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a  -  rise,  To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  ser-vant’s  eyes. 
Be  my  last  tho’t-how  sweet  to  rest,  For  -  ev  -  er  on  my  Sav  -  ior’s  breast. 
A  -  bide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh,  For  with-out  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

A -bide  with  me  till  in  Thy  love,  I  lose  my -self  in  heav’n  a  -  bove. 


No.  114 


My  Jesus,  1  Love  Thee. 


1.  My  Je  -  sus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine,  For  Thee  all  the 

2.  I  love  Thee,  be  -  cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed  me,  And  pur-chased  my 

3.  I’ll  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in  death.  And  praise  Thee  as 

4.  In  man-sions  of  glo  -  ry  and  end  -  less  de  -  light,  I’ll  ev  -  er  a  - 


No.  115  Purer  In  Heart. 


No.  116  More  Love  To  Thee. 

Mrs.  E.  P.  Prentice.  Copyright.  1870,  by  w.  H.  Doane.  Dr.  W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Mora  love  to  Thee, 

2.  Once  earth  -  ly  joy 

3.  Let  sor- 


0  Christ! More  love  to  Thee!  Hear  Thon  the 
I  craved,  Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee  a  - 
do  its  work,  Send  grief  and  pain,  Sweet  are  Thy 
la  -  test  breath  Whis  -  per  Thy  praise;  TJJiis  be  the 


pray’r  1  make,  On  bend  -  ed  knee;  This  is  my  earn  -  est  plea: 

lone  I  seek,  Give  what  is  best;  This  •  all  my  pray’r  shall  be: 

mes  -  sen  -  gers,  Sweet  their  re  -  frain,  When  they  can  sing  with  me: 

part  -  ing  cry  My  heart  shall  raise,  This  still  its  pray’r  shall^  be: 


More  Love  To  Thee. 


1.  As  you  bat  •  tie  on  thro’  life,  Be  a  i 

2.  Stand  for  God  and  for  the  right,  Be  a  i 

3.  Christ,  our  Cap-tain,  gives  command,  Be  a  i 

4.  A  re-ward  a-waits  you  there.  Be 


help  you  in  the  strife,  B 
host  for-ev-  er  fight,  Be  a  man,  be  a  i 
on,  is  His  de-mand,  Be  a  man,  be  a  i 
Captain’s  glo  -  ry  share,  Be  a  man,  be 


No  119  Stars  Of  The  Summer  Night. 

H.  W.  Longfellow.  L  B'  Woodbury‘ 

Slow  and- gentle.  ^  ^  |  ^  S  ;  ^ 


1  Stars  of  the  summer  night!  Par  in  yon  a-zure  deeps.  Hide,  hide  your  golden  hght, 

2  Moon  of  tho  summer  night!  Far  down  yon  western  steeps.  Sink,  sink  in  si-lent  light 

3  Dreams  of  the  summer  night!  Tell  her,  her  lover  keeps  Watch,  whde  in  slumbers  light; 


Stars  Of  The  Summer  Night. 


lUl.b  1.  UVZ'  J  w  1  ■  X-.-- 1  -5 - r£— =J-|— r- *— K=r -E, 

She  sleeps!  my  la  -  dy  sleeps!  She  sleeps!  she  sleeps!  my  la 

*  a  .  N  1  1  lalO  a  a  a  .  a  J 

-  dy  sleeps! 

1 
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No.  120  Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


Lead  Thou  me  on.  Keep  Thou  my  feet;  I  do  not  ask  to 

Lead  Thou  me  on.  I  loved  the  gar  -  ish  day,  and,  spite  of 

The  night  is  gone;  And  with  the  morn  those  an  -  gel  fa  -  ces 


. .  The  dis  -  tant  scene; 

fears, _  Pride  ruled  my  will,  Re-me 

smile.  ...  Which  I  have  loved  longsii 


No.  121  PeaGe  I  Leave  With  You. 

4„  copyright,  1928,  by  Robert  H.  Coleman.  Dr.  J.  V.  Roberts. 

Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


Peace  I  leave  with  you,  My  peace  I  give  un  -  to  you,  Peace  I  leave  with 


PeaGe  I  Leave  With  You.  Goncluded. 


1.  Where  will  you  spend  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty?  This  question  comes  to  you  and  me! 

2.  Man  -  y  are  choosing  Christ  today.  Turning  from  all  their  sins  a  -  way; 

3.  Leav  -  ingthe  strait  and  narrow  way;  Go  -  ing  the  downward  road  to  -  day, 

4.  Re  -  pent,  believe,  this  ver  -  y  hour,  Trust  in  the  Saviour’s  grace  and  pow’r. 


_ _e,  what  shall  your  an-swer  be?  Where  will  you  spend  e  -  te 

Heav’n  shall  their  happy  portion  be;  Where  will  you  spend  e  -  te 
Sad  will  their  fi  -  nal  end-ing  be,— Lost  thro’  a  long  e  -  te 
Then  will  your  joy-ous  an-swer  be,  Saved  thro’ a  long  e  -  te 

t -I - h— n-J - rW - h— J — rJ — S— S— — Ad: 


1-2.  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  1  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty !  Where  will  you  spend  e-ter  - 

3.  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty !  e-ter-ni-ty!  Lost  thro’ a  long  e-ter- 

4.  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!  Saved  thro’  a  long  ( 


No.  123 


Blessed  Is  He  That  Readeth. 

Copyright.  1922.  Renewal. 

Hope  Publishing  Co..  Owner.  C.  S.  Colburn. 


be  as  white  aa  snow;  Tho’ they  be  red  like  crimson,  They  shall  be  as 

They  shall  be  as 


Blessed  Is  He  That  Readeth. 


No.  124  Now  The  Day  Is  Over. 


No.  125  One  Sweetly  Solemn  Thought. 


sol-emn  thought 


Near-er  the  bounds  of  life,  Where  we  lay  our  bur-dens  down; 


One  Sweetly  Solemn  Thought. 


Near-er  leav-ing  the  cross .  Near  -  er  gain  -  ing  the  crown. 


No.  126 


Nearer,  My  God,  To  Thee. 


I 


Nearer,  My  God,  To  Thee. 


No.  127  No  Shadows  Yonder. 


Alfred  R.  Gaul.  Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


No  shad-ows  yon  -  der.  All  light  and  song,  Each  day  I  won  -  der, 


- I  Ip.  E=E=g 
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7  I, 

And  say,  “How  long  Shall  time  me 
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sun  -  der  From  that  dear  throng?” 
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mf  Tenor  Solo. 
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No  weep-iug  yon  -  der;  All  fled  a  -  way! 
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No  Shadows  Yonder.  Concluded. 


No.  128 


Steady,  Brothers,  Steady. 


Copyright,  1922,  by  Chas.  H.  Gabriel.  Renewal. 

H.  R.  Trickett*.  Homer  A.  Rodeheaver,  Owner.  Chas.  H.  Gabriel, 


liv-’rance  will  bring,  Darkness  or  day-light  is  one  to  our  King,  He  will  de  - 
win-dows  of  gold,  Safe  -  ty  and  Par  -  a  -  dise  we  shall  be  -  hold,  Shout  ye  for 
safe  on  the  shore — Com-rades  a-wait-ing  to  greet  us  once  more,  Comrades  from 


Steady,  Brothers,  Steady, 


liv  -  er,  so  joy  -  ful  -  ly  sing,  All  glo  -  ry  to 
gladness,  0  hearts,  true  and  bold,  All  glo  -  ry  to 
whom  we  will  part  nev  -  er  -  more,  All  glo  -  ry  to 


No.  129  No  Burdens  Yonder. 

Copyright.  1906  and  1912.  by  Charles  M.  Alexander.  International  copyright  secured. 

Ada  E.  Habershon.  Hope  Publishing  Co..  Owner.  Robert  Harkness. 


No  Burdens  Yonder. 


1  Could’nt  Hear  Nobody  Pray. 


Oh,  Lord, 


could-’at  hear  no  -  bo  -  dy  pray,  And  I  could’nt  hear  no  -  bo  -  dy  pray, 


No.  131  Hush!  Somebody’s  Calling  My  Name. 


No.  132 


I  Know  The  Lord. 

in,  copyright,  1928.  by  R 


Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


No.  133 


.  Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


Swing  Low. 


1.  I  looked  o  -  ver  Jor-dan,  what  did  I  see  Coming  for  to  car-ry  n 

2.  If  you  get  there  be-for»  I  do,  Coming  for  to  ca 

3.  I’m  some-times  up,  I’m  Bome-times  down,  Coming  for  to  ca 


No.  134 


Inching  Along. 


Arr.  copyright.  1925,  by  Robert  B.  Coleman.  Arr.  B.  B.  McKinney. 


D.  C. 
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lievedHis  word  and 

He  saved  my  soul, 

Je  -  bus  will  come 

=f— 

by  and  by. 

inch  by  inch  till 

we  get  home, 

Je  -  sus  will  come 

by  and  by. 

we  must  watch  as 

well  as  pray, 

Je  -  sus  will  come 

by  and  by. 
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No.  135  Walk  In  Jerusalem  Just  Like  John. 


Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


].  0  John,  0  John,  now  didn’t  you  say?  Walk  in  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem  just  like  John; 
2.  Some  came  crippled,  and  some  came  lame,  Walk  in  Je -ru -sa-lem  just  like  John; 

3  Now,  brother,  better  mini  how  yea  step  on  the  erosi.  Walk  in  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem  just  like  John ; 

4  If  you  get  there  be -fore  I  do.  Walk  in  Je-ru- sa-lem  just  like  John; 


That  you’d  be  there  on  thatgreatday,  Walk  in  Je-ru -sa-lem  just  like  John. 
Some  came  walkin’  in  Je  -  sus’  name.  Walk  in  Je-ru  -  sa-lem  just  like  John. 
Your  feet  might  slip  and  your  soul  get  lost,  Walk  in  Je-ru  -  sa-lem  just  like  John. 
Tell  all  my  friends  I’m  a-coming  too,  Walk  in  Je-ru  -  sa-lem  just  like  John. 


No.  136 


Climbing  Jacob’s  Ladder. 
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Give  Go< 
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1  the 

1  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry, 

*  ^  ^  ✓  ✓ 

,  Rise  and  shine  and  give  God  the 

Rise  and  shine  and 

'  ^  at — * 
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Rise  and  shine  and 


and  shine  and  give  God  the  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry, 


if 

A 


No.  137  Going  To  Shout  All  Over  God’s  Heaven. 

Arr.  copyright  19S1,  by  Eob  t  H.  Coleman.  Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


1.  I’ve  got  a  robe,  you’ve  got  a  robe,  All  of  God’s  children  got  a  robe; 

2.  I’ve  got  a  crown,  you’ve  got  a  crown,  All  of  God’s  children  got  a  crown; 

3.  I’ve  got  a  shoes,  you’ve  got  a  shoes,  All  of  God’s  children  got  a  shoes; 

4.  I’ve  got  a  harp,  you’ve  got  a  harp,  All  of  God’s  children  got  a  harp: 

5.  I’ve  got  a  song,  you’ve  got  a  song.  All  of  God’s  children  got  a  song; 


Stl 


U  U  i  V  v  v 


When  I  get  to  heav-en,  goin’  to  put  on  my  robe,  Goin’  to  shout  all 

When  I  get  to  heav-en,  goin’  to  put  on  my  crown,  Goin’ to  shout  all 

When  I  get  to  heav-en,  goin’  to  put  on  my  shoes,  Goin’  to  walk  all 

When  I  get  to  heav-en,  goin’  to  play  on  my  harp,  Goin’  to  play  all 

When  I  get  to  heav-en,  goin’  to  sing  a  new  song,  Goin’  to  sing  all 


Cut  C  C 


o  -  ver  God’s  heav-en.  Heav-en*  heav-en,  Ev-’ry-bod-y  talk-ing ’bout 


No.  138 


Four  And  Twenty  Elders. 


No.  139  Standing  In  The  Need  Of  Prayer. 

PLANTATION  MELODY. 


Arr.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


Old  Black  Joe. 


No.  140 


No.  141 


The  Royal  Telephone. 


1.  Central’s  nev  -  er  “bus-y Al-ways  on  the  line,  You  may  hear  from  heaven 

2.  There  will  be  no  charges,  Tel  -  e-phone  is  free;  It  was  built  for  ser-vice, 

3.  Fail  to  get  the  an-swer,  Satan’s  croised  your  wire  By  some  strong  de-lu-siou, 

4  Car  -  nal  com-bin  -  a-tions  Can-not  get  control  Of  this  line  to  glo  -  ry, 


Al-mostan-y  time. 
Just  for  you  aud  me. 
Or  some  base  de-sire. 
Anchored  in  the  soul. 


Tis  a  roy-al  serv-ice,  Free  for  one  and  all— 

There  will  be  no  wait-ing  On  this  roy  -  al  line— 

Take  a  -  way  obstructions —  God  is  on  the  throne— 
Storm  and  tri  -  al  can-not  Dis  -  con-nect  the  line  ' 


When  you  get  In  troub-le  Give  this  roy  -  al  line  a 
Tel  -  e  -  phone  to  glo  -  ry  Al  -  ways  an-swers  just  in 
And  you’ll  get  the  an-swer  Thro’  this  roy  -  al  tel  -  a-phone. 
-  ••  •  con-stant  keep-ing  By  the  Fa-ther’s  hand  di-vi™ 


D.S.  We  may  talk  to  Je  -  sus  Thro’ this  roy  -  al  tel  -  e-phone. 


No.  142 


Some  O’  These  Days. 


No.  143 


Steal  Away. 


The  trum-pet  sounds  it  in  my  soul,  I  have  not  long  to  stay  here. 


m 


No,  144  In  My  Heart. 

With  feeling.  . 


1.  Lord,  I  want  to  be  a  Christian  In  my  heart,  in  my  heart.  Lord,  I 

2.  Lord,  I  want  to  be  more  hum-ble  In  my  heart,  in  my  heart,  Lord,  I 

3.  Lord,  I  want  .to  be  like  Je  -  sus  In  my  heart,  in  my  heart,  Lord,  I 


In  My  Heart. 


want  to  be  a  Christian  In  my  heart.  In  my  heart .  in  my 

want  to  ba  more  humble  In  my  heart. 

want  to  be  like  Je  -  sue  In  my  heart.  In  my  heart 

1  i  i  1  1^ — ^  I  , 


hsart .  Lord,  I  want  to  be  a  Christian  in  my  heart. 

Lord,  I  want  to  be  more  hum-ble  in  my  heart, 

in  my  heart,  Lord,  I  want^  to  be  like  Je  -  sue  in  my  heart. 


No.  145 


“Good  Night,  Ladies.” 


CMC— 10 


No.  146 


Life’s  Railway  To  Heaven. 


1  Life  is  like  a  moun-tain  rail  -  road.  With  an  en  -  gi-neer  that’s  brave; 

i  You  will  roll  upgrades  of  tri  -  al;  You  will  cross  the  bndge  of  strife; 

3.  You  will  oft  -  en  find  ob-struc-tions;  Look  for  storms  of  wind  and  ram. 

4  As  you  roll  a-croas  the  tree- tie,  Spanning  Jor-dansswell-mg  tide. 


We  must  make  the  run  success  -ful  From  the  era -die  to  the  grave: 

Bee  that  Christ  is  your  con-duc- tor  On  this  light’n.ng  train  of  life. 

n„  a  fill  or  curve  or  tres- tie,  They  will  al  -  most  ditch  your  tram: 

?„u  i»2  the  Un  ••  ion  De  -  pot  In  -  to  which  your^rain  will  ««*_ 


There^you’ll'meet  the'  Su-perin-teV  Int,  God,  the  Fa-ther^God.  the  Sou^ 


Keep  your  hand  up  -  on  the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye  up  -  on  the  rail. 

Keep  your  hand  up  -  on  the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye  up  -  on  h  a  . 

Keen  your  hand  up  -  on  the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye  up  -  on  the  rail. 

With  the  heart-  y  joyous  plaud-it,  “Wea-ry  pil  -  grim,  wel-come  home. 


Life’s  Railway  To  Heaven. 


No.  147  Faith  Of  Our  Fathers. 


No.  148  Grossing  The  Bar. 

Alfred  Tennyson.  International  COP)  right  .ecured. 


1.  Sun  -  set  ana  eve  -  mng  siai,  auu.  -  —  /  ,  , 

2.  Twi-light  and  eve  -ning  bell,  And  af  -  ter  that  the  dark,  And  may  there 


I  .  put  out  to  sea. 
I,  when  I  em-bark. 


— tr — f~ "p 

But  such  a  tide 
For  tho'  from  out 

JUUU 

f— -g- 


5  b  - 

s  mov-ing  seems  a  -  sleep, 
•  bourne  of  time  and  space, 

AJ- 


No  149  Rocked  In  The  Gradle  Of  The  Deep. 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home. 


f  The  sun  Bhines  bright  in^my  old  Ken-tuc6-y  lome, ’Tis  ** 

'  a  i-  r.is&s 

2-  {  The  day  goes  by  like  the  shad  -  ow  o’er  the  heart,  With  sor  -  row  where 

«.{?•  ftfsssss 


dark  -  ies  are'gavl  The  corn-top’sripe  and  the  meadow’s  in  the  bloom,  While  the 

ban  -  0V  and  bright;  By ’m-by  hard  times  comes  a-knock-ing  at  the  door,  Then  my 

,MP  j  i.r  _  -u.-j,,  Thftv  qinjy  no  moro  bv  tho  ffliin^mBr  of  thomooDj  On  tno 
all  was  de  -  light;  The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part,  Then  my 
dark -  ev  may  go;  A  lew  more  days,  and  the  troub-le  all  will  end,  In  the 
dark  ey  may  igo,^  ^  iew  more  days  till  we  tot  -  ter  on  the  road,  Then, my 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


Old  Polks  At  Home. 


Dere’s  wha  my  heart  is  tum-ing  ev  -  er,  Dere’s  wha  de  old  folks 
Still  long-ing  for  de  old  plan  -  ta  -  tion,  And  for  de  old  folks  at 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap-py  days  I  squandered,  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I 

Oh l  take  me  to  my  kind  old  moth-er,  There  let  me  live  and 

Still  sad  -  ly  to  my  mem-’ry  rush-es,  No  mat-ter  where  I 

When  will  I  hear  de  ban-jo  tum-ming,  Down  in  my  good  old 

-i  J 


No.  152  The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 


per  -  il  -  ous  fight,  O’er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  bo  gal-lant-ly  streaming? 

tow  -  er  -  ing  steep,  As  it  fit  -  ful  -  ly  blows,  half  conceals,  half  dis-clos  -  es? 
leave  us  no  more?  Their  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footsteps  pol-lu  -  tion. 
heav’n-res-cued  land  Praise  the  Pow’r  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  na  -  tion! 


And  the  rockets’  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air,  Gave  proof  thro  the 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning’s  first  beam,  In  full  glo  -  ry  re - 
No  ref-uge  could  save  the  hire-ling  and  slave  From  the  ter  -  ror  of 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just,  And  this  be  our 


The  Star-Spangled  Banner.  Gonduded. 


— F 

night  that  our  flag  was  still  there.  Oh,  say  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet 
fleeted,  now  shines  on  the  stream.’Tis  the  star-spangled  banner:  oh  long  may  it 
flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave :  And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth 
mot  -  to:  “In  God  is  our  trust!”  And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall 


JMV 
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Life  Is  Real. 


No.  153 


H.  W.  Longfellow.  Copyright,  1928,  by  Robert  H.  Coleman.  B.  B.  McKil 

^ — j 


1.  Life  is  real,  and  life  is  earn-est,  And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal; 

2.  Not  en  -  joy-ment,  and  not  sor-row,  Is  our  des-tined  end  or  way; 

3.  Lives  of  good  men  all  re -mind  us  We  can  make  our  lives  sub-lime; 

4.  Footprints  that  per  -  haps  an  -  oth  -  er,  Sail  -  ing  o’er  life’s  sol  -  emn  main, 

5.  Let  us  then  be  up  and  do  -  ing.  Nor  our  on-ward  course  a -bate; 


“Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  re  -  tum-est,”  Was  not  spok-en  of  the  soul. 
But  to  act,  that  each  to  -  mor  -  row  F,ind  us  far -ther  than  to-day. 
And,  de -part -ing,  leave  be- hind  us  Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time: 
Some  for -lorn  and  ship-wrecked  brother,  See -ing,  shall  take  heart  a  -  gain. 
Still  a  -  chiev-ing.  still  pur  -  su  -  ing,  Learn  to  la  -  bor  and  to  wait. 


No.  154 


r.  by  B.  B.  McKinney. 


Dixie  Land. 

Arr.  copyright,  1928,  by  Robert  H . 


Dixie  Land.  Goncluded. 


No.  155  Tramp!  Tramp!  Tramp! 


No.  156 


.  B.  B.  McKinney. 


Auld  Lan*  Syne. 


’  .  . _  |  ,  |  -j - U-4=»^ 

r A 

n 

r Should 

/But 

We’ll 

Trdt-^| 

auld  ac-quaiut-anee  be  for  -  got,  And  days  oi 
’ve  wandered  mony  a  wea  -  ry  foot.  Sin’  auld 
seas  be -tween  us  braid  ha’e  roared  Sin’  auld 
tak’  a  cup  o’  kind  -  ness  yet,  For  auld 

1 

i — ■  1 — — * 

:  auld  lang  syne? 

lang  syne, 

lang  syne, 

lang  syne. 

No.  157  Home,  Sweet  Home. 


A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hal  -  low  us  there. 

The  birds  sing-ing  gai  -  ly  that  come  at  my  call. 

From  al  -  lur-ments  a  -  broad  which  but  flat  -  ter  the  eye, 


No.  158 


God  Be  With  You. 


1.  God  be  with  yon  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  By  His  counsels  guide,  up - 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain;  'Neath  His  wings  pro-tect-ing 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain;  When  life’s  per  -  ils  thick  con  - 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain;  Keep  love’s  ban-ner  float-ing 


